CHAPTEE  XIII

ALGIERS

Vistas

MAJCSTY schemes were mentally cartooned for the autumn
and winter's work; but all our plans were suddenly up-
set by an unlooked for occurrence. While in Eome I had
had a severe attack of Eoman fever; and I had never
quite recovered therefrom. The prolonged rains in the
hot autumn, the dampness of the clay soil on which lay
the hamlet of Buck's Green, made me very ill again with
intermittent low fever. It was deemed imperative that
I should not spend the whole winter in England, but go
in search of a dry warm climate. But we had not the
necessary funds. So instead of devoting himself to his
dream-work, as he had hoped, my husband laid it tem-
porarily aside and settled himself to write between Oc-
tober and Xmas, two exciting boys' serial stories for
Young Folk's Paper, and thus procured sufficient money
to enable us to cross to North Africa. " The Eed Eider "
and " The Last of the Vikings " were crowded with start-
ling adventures. The weaving of sensational plots offered
no difficulties to him, but an enjoyment. He did not con-
sider the achievement of any real value, and did not
wish that particular kind of writing to be associated with
his name. His impressions of Algeria and Tunisia were
chronicled in a series of articles, such as " Cardinal
Lavigerie," " The March of Eome," " Eome in Africa,"
etc.; also in a series of letters to a friend from which I
select one or two:

BISEBA, 2d Feb., 1893.

"Here we are in the Sahara at last! I find it quite
hopeless to attempt to give you any adequate idea of
the beauty and strangeness and the extraordinary f asci-
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